Latin School 
Register 


April, 1922 


Vol. XLI. No. 7 


Advertisements 


MERICAN ENG. 
vy COMPANY 3 


ENGRAVING ~ DESIGNING 
AND ELECTROTYPING. 
-94 ARCH STREET~ 
-BOSTON~ 


BERKELEY PREPARATORY SCHOOL 


314 MARLBORO STREET BOSTON, MASS. 
Henry Hopkinson, LL.B., Principal. 


Prepare for College. We can save you from one to two years. 
Prepares for the leading colleges: 


MASS. INST. OF TECH., HARVARD, DARTMOUTH AND ALL 
MEDICAL AND DENTAL SCHOOLS. 


A Picture to remember our classmates by is G@ O fF H E 
a more treasured possession as the years I 4 S 
widen the gap between us. 


Lor Young Men... 


Regulation High School 


OSTON! Uniforms, Letters, Chev- 
rons, all Military Equip- 
CLASS PHOTOGRAPHERS FOR ment, Furnishings, Hats, 
Shoes. 
LATIN SCHOOL 1919-1920 


161 Tremont Street, Tel. Beach 858 A Vm 0. 
5 Bow ufos He, 


164 Tremont Street, Tel. Beach 2687 
THE - SERVICE *STORE. 


Special rates to Students and Teachers 


Please mention ‘‘The Register’? When Patronizing Our Advertisers 
Angel Guardian Prees, 111 Day Street, Jamaica Plain, Maes. 


atin; School Register 


| 
| 

April, 1922 | 
eee 

| 

| 

A CHIP OF THE OLD BLOCK | 


| 
| 
M.O. Abrams ’23 3 


JERRY | 
1 

H. E. Whiting '22 6 | 

| 

SCHOOL NOTES 10 | 
1 

| 

|| 

SPORTS 13 | 
BETWEEN THE BELLS | 15 | 
| 


TERMS: Seventy-five cents per year; by mail, eighty-five cents. Single copies ten 
cents. Special copies, twenty-five cents. Advertising rates on application. Contri- 
butions solicited from under-graduates. All contributions must be plainly, neatly 
and correctly written, and on one side of the paper only. Contributions will be ac- 
cepted wholly with regard to the needs of the paper and the merits of the manuscript. 


Published monthly by the STUDENTS OF THE BOSTON LATIN SCHOOL 


Warren Ave., Boston 


Entered at the Boston Post Office as second class mail matter. 


———$—— Se! 


2 DAT PN oS GEE Gainer tess Dens, 
NORTHEASTERN COLLEGE 


School of Engineering 


COURSES OFFERED 

The School of Engineering of Northeastern College offers 
four-year college courses of study, in co-operation with engin- 
eering firms, in Civil, Mechanical, Electrical, Chemical and 
Administrative Engineering, leading to the following degrees: 

1. Bachelor of Civil Engineering. 

2. Bachelor of Mechanical Engineering. 

3. Bachelor of Electrical Engineering. 

e Bachelor of Chemical Engineering. 

Bachelor of Administrative Engineering 


REQUIREMENTS FOR ADMISSION 
Graduates of the Boston Latin School who have included 
Algebra to Quadratics and Plane Geometry in their courses of 
study are admitted without examinations. 

EARNINGS 
The earnings of the students for their services with co-operating 
firms vary from $250 to $600 per year. 

APPLICATION 
An application blank will be found inside the back cover of the 
catalog. Copies will also be mailed upon request. These should 
be forwarded to the school at an early date. 
For a catalog or any further informationin regard to the school, 


address 
CARL S. ELL, Dean, 
SCHOOL OF ENGINEERING, NORTHEASTERN COLLEGE 


Boston 17, Massachusetts. 


Latin School Register 


APRIL, 1922 


A Chip of the Old Block 


M., O. Abrams, ’23 


The beautiful yacht, ‘‘Mirimichi,” lay 
at anchor in the placid harbor of San 
Juan, Argentina. The sun had set, and 
darkness was rapidly approaching. The 
hush that comes with twilight was brok- 
en only by the lapping of the water 
against the sides of the yacht as she 
tugged at the anchor chain. 

Two men reclined in steamer chairs 
on the deck. From where they sat the 
town of Punta Negra was plainly vis- 
ible, nestling at the foothills of the great 
mountain which towered above it, now 
a huge indistinct mass in the twilight 

“It’s a peaceful scene, isn’t it?” 
came dreamily from the lips of one of 
the men. 

‘Peaceful!’ snorted the other, as he 
savagely bit the end of acigar. ‘‘Peace- 
ful! I tell you, Tom, maybe you can 
admire the peaceful aspects of this 
town, but I can’t. I’ve had less peace 
in the two weeks I’ve been here than in 
any ‘similar period in my life. I don’t 
know what I should have done if I had- 
n’t met you in the American consul’s 
office that morning I landed. I can’t 
get over it. To find my only brother 
Thomas, the great archaeologist— 
that’s what they cal] you, isn’t it?’’—he 
could not repress a slight chuckle—‘‘To 
find you down in this God-foisaken spot 
hunting for the fossi] remains of a pre- 
historic what-you-may-call-it, at the 
’ same time I’m here to find out why my 
men won’t work, my foreman quit- 


ting, my supplies don’t get here on time, 
—and with the rainy season due in two 
and a_ half months’’—he scratched a 
match viciously along the railing—‘‘it’s 
goodbye to a million-dollar dam if the 
rain comes before we are finished.” 

Thomas Leroy Abernathy, P. H. D., 
bo De Fe R:-S;; smiled: in the-adark. 
“Oh, I guess you’ll be through with the 
dam before the rains come. The way 
your men jump around when you show 
up, shows that you have instilled the 
proper mixture of liking, respect, and 
fear in them. That’s what your labor- 
ers here need, and they need to fear you 
more than like you, I guess.”’ 

“T can handle them all right,’”’ came 
grimly from John Abernathy, “I have- 
n’t handled Swedes, Finns, and Irish- 
men for nothing. These greasers quit 
cold in a tight place, too, and besides 
they are helpless without a knife. A 
boss can walk right over them, but he’s 
got to look out when his back is turned. 
The worst of it is that I have to go back 
to New York to-morrow, and I’m afraid 
of Angelo. I think that he has 
been tampered with by the Vandermeer 
crowd. If the dam isn’t finished by the 
time the rainy season comes, I shall 
have to forfeit my contract and lose the 
money already spent on the twenty miles 
of piping from the reservoir and also 
the upper dam built last year. It will 
stand me a cold million, besides the sat- 
isfaction the Vandermeer crowd will 
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get over the loss of prestige to the con- 
tracting firm of John Abernathy and 
Company. Angelo claims that all the 
delays we’ve been having are accidents, 
but I have my doubts. Well, it can’t 
be helped. I have to go back to New 
York and leave things in this mess.” 
He finished by groaning dismally. 

The two men sat in silence for a few 


moments. ‘‘Why don’t you get Jack 
down here?’ suddenly inquired the 
archaeologist. 


“Jack!’ exploded his brother. ‘‘Why, 
that son of mine hasn’t done a day’s 
work in his life. He’s good for nothing. 
Ever since he got out of Harvard, he’s 
done nothing but travel between Boston 
and New York—from one club house to 
another. I can just see him down here 
—not!” 

Thomas Abernathy smote his knee. 
“T have it!’ he exclaimed. “Get him 
down here by all means. Cable him 
right away that I’m sick and want to 
see him. He’ll come right away, for 
we always were good friends. Once he’s 
here, I'll guarantee to make a real man 
of him, and see that the dam gets built 
in time besides. No objections now,” 
as his brother started to speak. ‘You 
admit that you, a great engineering 
contractor, can’t do anything with him. 
Let the absent-minded archaeologist try, 
and. if he’s successful, you'll have to 
finance my expedition to Egypt next 
year. Here, shake on it, and now we'll 
go ashore to get that cable off.” 

As one in a daze at this unexpected 
onslaught, John Abernathy followed his 
brother to the Jaunch. 

Three weeks later, Jack Abernathy, 
in high boots and khaki shirt, stood in 
the cook-house of the construction camp, 
talking to his uncle. 

“So that’s how things are,” he said, 
when his uncle had reviewed the entire 
situation. ‘Well, I’m glad you’re not 
sick, but as long as I’m here J might as 


well pitch in and help. I suppose the 
quicker this wall gets built, the quicker I 
can get back to dear old Broadway. I 
know Dad wants to exile me for a while, | 
and after that last fine I had, I don’t 
blame him much. What seems to be 
the main difficulty with this job, any- 
way?” he suddenly inquired. 

‘“There’s something wrong,” his uncle 
explained gravely. ‘‘I promised to delay 
my expedition until you arrived, for 
your father and I hoped that you might 
be of some assistance. This dam must 
be finished before the rainy season comes 
on or your father loses over a million 
dollars. We suspect Angelo, the fore- 
man, who hires the native help, of being 
in league with Vandemeer to delay the 
work, but we have no proof.”’ 

‘““Vandemeer!’’ exclaimed the young 
man, ‘‘the father of Sidney Vandemeer?”’ 

“Yes,—do you know him?” 

“Do I know him? He was expelled 
from Harvard for cheating in the finals 
—the old cuff trick, you know! Be- 
lieve me, I’m going to put a crimp in 
any scheme his father is trying to put 
over on Dad. What’s that noise 
about?” 

The sight that greeted them from the 
door filled the uncle with dismay. 
About three hundred workmen were 
marching on the cook-house, yelling 
loudly in Spanish, waving shovels and 
picks, and at their head marched big, 
burly Angelo, defiantly curling the ends 
of his mustache. 

“Looks like the mob scene from 
‘Julius Caesar’,’”” commented Jack Aber- 
nathy with a droll smile, ‘“‘with little me 
as Cinna, the poet. What’s all the ex- 
citement about anyway? My education 
in Spanish has been sadly neglected.” 

“They’re yelling, ‘More money or no 
work’,”” answered his uncle gravely. 
“I’m afraid we’re in for some trouble.” 
The mob was already within a few feet 
of the door. ‘‘Let me handle them,” 
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said Jack quickly. “If this fellow, An- 
gelo, is a giant, I'll be Jack the giant 
killer!” 

With a grin on his face he stepped 
from the door and confronted Angelo. 
“What’s the matter?” he asked quietly. 

The mob grew quiet. Angelo spoke 
to Jack soothingly in English. ‘‘My men 
no work without more money pay each 
day. The work too hard, senor.” 

“And what if I 1efuse?’’ inquired 
Jack. 

Angelo drew a stilletto from his poc- 
ket, and towered over Jack. ‘“‘Carram- 
ba, senor, but yeu will not refuse.” 

Jack’s face grew grim, as he replied, 
“T’'ll give you just two minutes to get 
out of here. You're fired!’ He step- 
ped back and this movement fooled An- 
gelo completely. 

As Jack turned half around, Angelo 
sprang at him, stilletto upraised. There 
was a crash, a grunt, and Angelo spun 
dazedly on his heels, swayed gently for 
a moment, then toppled heavily to the 
ground. Jack’s fist, with one hundred 
and seventy pounds behind it, had land- 
ed at the precise point of the jaw pres- 
cribed by .the best authorities. To this 
had been added the semi-swing of the 
body, used by the leading baseball play- 
ers when they put them over the fence. 
The combination had been irresistible. 

The mob was dazed by the sudden end 
of the encounter. Jack jumped on a 
keg, shouting, ““You men get back to 
work! I’m boss here, now, and if the 
dam is finished before the rainy season 
comes, I'll pay beaucoup money, beau- 
beaucoup.” Beaucoup was the only for- 


eign word he could think of at that 
moment. 

A few understood him, translated his 
words to the rest, and the men, cheering 
the “‘little boss,’’ returned to work. 

Jack turned to his uncle and said, ‘TI 
wish you’d dress my hand. I think [’ve 
broken something.” With a grin, he 
added, ‘‘Didn’t I tell you I was some 
giant killer?”’ 

His uncle could only murmur, ‘Your 
father should have been here; he’d have 
promised to finance three expeditions to 
Egypt for me!” 

It wasf raining on Fifth Avenue six 
weekslater. John Aberathy satin hislux- 
urious drawing room smoking a big 
black cigar. But his thoughts were far 
away. No word had come from Punta 
Negra for a week. Then the last foot 
of the dam had yet to be done. Had it 
been built on time? He knew the sud- 
denness with which the rainy season 
came on—veritable cloudbursts, turn- 
ing rivers into torrents, making work im- 
possible. 

The bell rang. A moment later the 
butler entered, ‘‘Cable, Sir,’’ said he. 

John Abernathy tore it open, his face 
grim. Good news or bad news? Then 
he sank back into his rocker and laughed 
for the first time in weeks. This is what 
he read: 

“Dam finished. Raining torrents. 
Be in New York in two weeks. De- 
mand increase in salary before tack- 
ling next job. Wire five hundred on 
account.” 

“A chip of the old block,” he murmur- 
ed, picking up the evening paper. 
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Jerry 
H. E. Whiting '22 


Craig Manor was to be reopened, and 
young Craig himself was coming back 
to live there. Such was the choice bit 
of news that old Mrs. Dodge triumph- 
antly announced at the weekly meeting 
of the Ladies’ Helping Hand Sewing 
Circle. From such.a centre it was 
soon broadcast all over Crawford Town; 
every gossip of said flourishing metrop- 
olis pounced upon it, it was the piéce 
de resistance at the corner grocery; the 
Ancient and Honorable Sons of Hamlet 
so far forgot their dignity as openly to 
discuss it on their first meeting, and not 
a few wandered—just by chance, you 
know—in the direction of the Manor, 
to ply the ancient caretaker with ques- 
tions. 

“‘When’s he comin’, Cy?’ queried 
one. 

“Sick o’ Paree, I s’pose?”’ ventured 
anothe1. 

“Don’t tell me he’s lost his money!”’ 
exclaimed a lady in’ the group, with one 
of those pleasant ‘‘I-told-you-so” looks. 

The caretaker, luckily or unluckily 
for the Craigs, was a trifle uncommunica- 
tive, being somewhat proud of his 
distinction. 

“Well, the young ’un cain’t a’ lost 
his money, ‘cause he’s sent up four 
Kentuckian thoroughbreds for the 
stables, and in ’is letter he told me to do 
what I durn pleased to bring the Manor 
grounds up to snuff. M?’ wife’s in airin’ 
out the place. Naw, he wont be down 
for a couple o’ weeks.” 

Having delivered this little speech, Cy 
went back to his work. 

As the two weeks slowly passed by 
they began to wonder what he was like, 
and some recalled that he had last been 
at the Manor when he spentfa part of 


his vacation there, during his Freshman 
year at one of the Eastern, academies. 
That was at least twelve years back, so 
that he must now be about twenty-six. 
Crawford Town expected him to arrive 
in an automobile, but for once it was 
mistaken, for he came unobtrusively by 
train. The ticket agent was the only 
one at the station at the time, and that 
night he was the centre of an attentive, 
if envious, audience, while he told them 
all about it. 

“It happened so suddint like, that 
‘fore I knew it he was off in the barge. 
First of all, it was durn queer that the 
train stopped, and, sez I to mysel’, I’m 
goin’ out and investigate. A young 
feller came down the steps with a thin- 
lookin’ bald-headed guy in back. He © 
came up to me and sez, ‘How-do-you- 
do’—all in a breath, and then, ‘I’m look- 
in’ fur a convoy—convey—”’ The narra- 
tor paused in perplexity. ‘“‘Well, con- 
vay somethin’ or other. He talked orful 
polished-like, with airs and breathins’, 
on ev’ry word. I guess he knew I 
didn’ know what he meant, ’cause he sez, 
‘That is, I want to get over to- the 
Manor.’ ‘O,’ sez I, ‘you’re Mr. Craig.’ 
‘Yes,’ sez he. Then, ole man Blodgett 
comes along in his new flivver and totes 
him off, ’fore I had a chanct to find out 


’ 


nothin’.”” The agent lapsed into a 
gloomy silence. 
“But what'd he look like?” asked 


everybody. 

“Well, he was tall,—taller’n young 
Taylor,—and he had coal-black eyes and 
coal-black hair. His face is kind-a white 
lookin’, sort-a severe, yuh know, an’ he 
looks like he’d had a tough time of it.” 

It_was nine o’clock. Crawford Town 
retired. 
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The young master of Craig Manor was 
presently forgotten. As time went on, 
Crawford Town began to grow accus- 
tomed to the sight of his erect person 
seated on a magnificent mount, dashing 
off to the hills in search of—what? 
Excitement? Forgetfulness? Perhaps 
both. 

Now let us turn to the day that 
unconsciously was a great factor in the 


turning of the current of Craig’s life. ~ 


Imagine, if you will, two lofty moun- 
tain peaks stretching upward in sharp 
relief—two purple minarets of nature. 
Nearer us, is a forest, a mighty wood, 
dark green, a billowy mass of pine, at 
the very foot of these peaks, seemingly 
an army of giants poured out from the 
cleft between the mountains and changed 
in its forward sweep, to such lofty senti- 
nels: The wood embraces a tiny lake 
that reflects the whole scene in its mir- 
ror-like depths; it is fed by asilvery nar- 
row ribbon of water that gurgles along 
aimlessly over its rocky bed, which 
will soon bea raging torrent fed by 
winter’s snows. Let us trace its course. 
It comes from the direction of the two 
peaks, known as the ‘Haystacks,”’ 
and pursues a fairly straight course. 
For a while we are able to walk on a 
level with it and the rest of the wood. 
Presently we come to a small, rustic 
bridge over which there is a dirt road, 
and then we enter a_ gorge. so 
deep that the tops of trees growing in 
it could not be seen without coming 
close to its edge; not approaching, in 
the least, the fearful limits of the Grand 
Canyon, but deeper and somewhat 
wider than the Flume of the White 
Mountains. Following this damp and 
gloomy march we find ourselves between 
the lofty ‘“‘Haystacks,’’ with Crawford 
Town in the distance and Craig Manor 
on the slopes of the ‘‘Haystack’’ on our 
right. Having located every thing, let 
us get down to business. 


Sits a small boy on a fallen log, near 
the bridge-end of the gorge, indus- 
triously whittling out a boat. Perhaps 
he is twelve. He is clad in ragged 
overalls and is barefooted, in spite of 
the fact that snow yet lingers in the 
hollows of the woods. A mane of. chest- 
nut hair sweeps in all directions—prin- 
cipally over his eyes—friendly eyes they 
were, making up, together with his 
cheerful grin, for his lack of beauty. 
His features are hardly regular, and 
besides this nature had given him a 
wondrous supply of freckles. The boy 
is Jerry Curtis. 

As he whittles, he gazes occasionally 
at the bridge near him. The delicate 
little brook is now a fierce stream, rag- 
ing over the many rocks, sending up 
lacy jets of water as it strikes obstacles, 
soaring with menace. Its force was 
beginning to tell on the frail wooden 
bridge, foralready two supports of the 
six, had been swept away and it would 
not be long before the bridge itself would 
be lost. As he gazed, Jerry was amazed 
to see two more torn from their places. 
By some curious chance the super-struc- 
ture still remained, but the slightest 
strain from above would plunge it into— 
the water. | 

Suddenly Jerry looked over toward 
the road on the other side, and swept it 
with a glance. Suppose someone should 
try to cross the stream unsuspectingly! 
The boy realized in a moment that he 
should give some warning to the Craw- 
ford Towners. He started up, and, as 
he did so, a cry of dismay broke from 
his lips. A horse had just rounded the 
opposite ‘‘Haystack’’, at first sight 
apparently riderless. As he looked more 
closely, however, Jerry saw that it was 
one of the Craig horses. Craig himself 
was hanging from one side, with one 
foot in the stirrup, and the other caught 
in some way to the saddle. In such a 
plight he was being dragged in the dirt, 
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unconscious. His horse was galloping 
at top speed down the road toward the 
bridge, covered with sweat. In a very 
few moments both would be in eternity. 
What could a small boy do? It was 
impossible to cross the gorge, or if it 
had been possible, it would take too 
long. What could he do? In crises 
like these, sometimes a kind Providence 
inspires us to act promptly and cor- 
1ectly. So it was then with poor Jerry. 
He remembered having read of a horses’ 
instincts, which will make it avoid 
danger even unseen. If he could wreck 
the bridge, there was a hundred to one 
chance that the horse would sense the 
open water ahead of him and stop; 
whereas, if the bridge remained, he would 
be likely to keep on going toward it 
until it were too late. Jerry cast about 
him for a large stone that he could drop 
upon the bridge. Not one was near 
him. Already the horse was within a 
hundred yards of the structure. Jerry 
steeled his will with a mighty effort, 
then, with a carefully calculated spring, 
jumped from the over-hanging bank of 
the gorge upon the bridge. 

It remained stationary for a moment, 
then, with a roar, the whole frame 
plunged into the stream. Jerry grasped 
a part of the railing and looked about 
him. 

Two rocks lay directly in his path, 
and he saw that his craft would break 
upon them, and he would be in a very 
unenviable position. He had passed 
from the gorge to a comparatively 
level spot where trees grew close to the 
edge,—level, but still a witness to a 
rapid stream. As the wreck passed un- 
der one of these trees he caught hold of 
a low flung branch and drew himself to 
safety.. Without pause he darted back 
to the scene of battle. It was as he 
surmised. The horse, frightened though 
it was, had sensed the danger and had 
halted and even now was cropping some 


tender shoots. Young Craig was still 
unconscious and still caught in the 
saddle. Jerry proceeded to release him. 
When he dragged him down to the stream 
and splashed some water on his face, 
the eyes of the sufferer flew open: he 
tried to sit up, but fell back limply with 
an exclamation of pain, and closed his 
eyes again. Presently he spoke and 
said: ‘‘What happened, anyway? Oh, 
Iremember now. I—whatare you doing 
around here?’’—this last irritably to 
Jeiry. 

‘“‘N-n-nothing,’”’ he answered, some- 
what abashed. 

“Hang it al! It’s just my luck to 
have something like this happen, as if 
the—the rest wasn’t enough.’ He 
paused. Then, eyeing Jerry doubt- 
fully, he said: 

“Do you want to make yourself useful, 
boy?” 

Jerry nodded. 

“Can you ride?”’ 

“After a fashion.”’ 

“Then take Emperor II here and ride 
to Crawford Town, and—Say, do you 
know where Craig Manor is?”’ 

“Yes.” 

“Go there instead and ask for Miss 
Craig. Tell her that Mr. Craig is lying 
on Willow Road with a broken arm and 
sprained wrist, and to arrange to have 
the carriage sent down at once; also to 


call Doctor Houston. Please repeat 
Matin 

Jerry did so. 

“All right. Now hurry,’’ he snapped. 


Jerry mounted the horse and dug his 
heels into the chestnut’s sides. His head 
was in a turmoil. He had met Mr. 
Craig at last—and was disappointed. 
He was not even courteous; had 
uttered not a word of thanks or praise, 
but only fault and criticism. Perhaps, 
Jerry reflected, he had forgotten himself 
in his pain. 

At the Manor he found Miss Craig 


lee Neo Gill OO LTR EGS TER 9 


entirely different from her _ brother. 
She was a tall, stately, young lady, with 
eyes like her brother’s, but with lighter 
hair, of charming personality. He liked 
her immediately. 

It was easy to make her understand 
what she must do. Miss Craig insisted 
that Jerry return with her in the carriage 
for she realized from his face that her 
brother had probably been disagreeable. 
As they drove along, she questioned him. 

“How did you happen to come to 
tell me?” 

“T was the only one there, I guess.” 

“What made Emperor II stop?” 

“Why, there -wasn’t any bridge, so 
he just stopped.” 

“No bridge?” 

“No’m. You see, when I saw that, 
that,—’’ Jerry stammered, grew red, 
halted. 

“Go on,’ she. exclaimed, with a 
searching look. ‘‘What did you see?” 

Jerry had no desire to be a hero, 
particularly in feminine eyes. Under a 
shrewd volley of questions, however, he 
gradually told her all about it,—simply, 
and without exaggeration. 

For a while Miss Craig said nothing. 
When Jerry ventured a side look in her 
direction, however, her eyes were lumin- 
ous clouds of indignation. 

The arrival of the carriage prevented 
further talk. Craig was placed on the 
cushions, and Jerry, pleading a previous 
engagement, made his escape, having 
promised Miss Craig faithfully to call 
very soon at the Manor. 

He kept his word. Within a week he 
appeared, neatly combed and brushed 
and scrubbed until his features actually 
reflected the light. The invalid was 
comfortably seated in a huge armchair 
in the conservatory, and Miss Craig was 
reading to him. MHereupon Jerry re- 
ceived a shock. The invalid greeted 
him with a pleasant, ‘‘Good morning, 
Jerry. I’m glad you've called at last.” 


‘Jerry, my brother has something to 
say to you, and I want you to excuse his 
faults if you can. Sit down by me on 
this stool,’’ said Miss Craig. 

Craig was visibly embarrassed. Jerry 
felt sorry for him. 

“First of all, I want to apologize for 
my caddishness last Tuesday. I sup- 
pose you thought me anything but 
decent. It wasn’t my ankle or my arm 
though. Two years ago I was engaged 
to be married. I was as cheerful-and 
human as anyone could ask. Suddenly, 
without any warning, my fiancee died, 
and I nearly went crazy. I just seemed 
to forget everybody else; alljmy thoughts 
were concentrated on my own sorrow and 
my own self. I’ve been selfish, and 
thankless. I’ve becomefestranged from 
my friends, all except Sis here. I’ve 
tried to forget; I’ve travelled every- 
where. We came to the Manor to see 
if seclusion would do me any good. 
Truly, I never realized what I’d become 
myself; I never knew how disagreeable 
I’d been—until the accident. Sis scold- 
ed me the next day, and I deserved it. 
To think that you risked your life for 
me, and I never said even ‘Thank you!’ 
That accident has saved me; has done 
me a world of good. I want you to 
know now, that I appreciate what 
you did, especially since you didn’t 
know me; your unselfishness has shown 
up my own selfishness. No, I don’t 
deny it; I haven’t apologized like this 
for years and I’m enjoying it. Jerry, 
you and I are going to be friends, 
aren’t we?” 

It was an abashed Jerry that looked at 


Miss Craig. She nodded. He held out 
his hand. 
Jerry stayed for lunch. It was an 


adventure. He was a novice at their 
kind of eating, but following the maxim, 
“Do as the Romans do,’’ he succeeded 
admirably. Let us leave him drinking 
copious draughts from his finger bowl. 
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School Notes 


The tour of the Dartmouth Musical 
Clubs brought them to Boston on April 
1. Theassistant manager, S. M. Clough, 
is a Latin School graduate, and is promi- 
nent in various college activities. 

* * * * 

The two wings of the new Latin School 
building, providing for six more recita- 
tion rooms, are now well under way. 
A much needed practice field for athle- 
tics seems to be assured in the open lot 
near by, which is the property of the 
City of Boston. The distance of the 
fields from school has been a great draw- 
back in the last few years. Use of this 
practice field will afford a well deserved 
aid to the teams. 


School closed the day before Good 
Friday for the Spring vacation which 
lasted until April 23. 


* * f * 


The first class assembled in the hall 
on the day before vacation began to 
practice the class song. Additional re- 
hearsals were held after school on the 
two days following the reopening of 
school. 


Ee ee 2 * 


The tennis team started practice the 
week following the vacation. Mr. Rice 
coaches the players on the Chestnut 
Hill courts. The team promises an 
excellent showing this year. 
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Charles R. Evans, a Latin School 
graduate and a member of the firm of 
Brice S. Evans & Son, died at his home 
on April 5. 

* * * * 

A strong letter protesting against the 
new bill under consideration, which 
empowers three judges of the Superior 
Court to remove the mayor of a city for 
malfeasance, was written by Frank W. 
Grinnel, a graduate of this school, and 
published in the Boston Transcript, 
March 30. The constant interest and 
zeal in public affairs of our Alumni 
should be an example to those of us 
who will some time occupy their places. 

k * * * 

One of the masters visited his summer 
home on the coast of Maine during the 
Spring vacation. He said that some of 
the roads were so bad that passage over 
them was impossible without the assist- 
ance of a crew of road-builders. 

* * * * 

George Hussey Gifford, an instructor 
in French, at Harvard University, wio 
graduated from Latin School, recently 
announced his engagement to Miss 
Frederica H. Gilbert of Brookline. 

* * *k * 

The Boston Traveler published on 
March 1, a list of one hundred eminent 
Bostonians, in observance of Boston’s 
centennial anniversary. We find nine- 
teen of these to have been Latin School 
men. They are as_ follows: Charles 
Francis Adams, diplomat; Samuel 
Adams, signer of the Declaration of 
Independence and Governor; Phillips 
Brooks, preacher and bishop; Ezekial 
Cheever, headmaster of Boston Latin 
School; James Freeman Clarke, clergy- 
man and_ reformer; Major-General 
Charles Devens, attorney-general of the 
United States; Ralph Waldo Emerson, 


poet and_ philosopher, Benjamin 
Franklin, printer, scientist, editor, 
diplomat, and statesman; Benjamin 


Apthorp Gould, astronomer; John 
Hancock, first governor of Massa- 
chusetts, signer, and president of Pro- 
vincial Congress; James Jackson, 
physician; Cotton Mather, clergyman 
and author; John Lothrop Motley, 
diplomat and historian; Robert Treat 
Paine, signer and jurist; Wendell 
Phillips, orator and reformer; Josiah 
Quincy, Jr., lawyer and patriot; Charles 
Sumner, statesman, senator, and re- 
former; John Collins Warren, surgeon; 
Robert Charles Winthrop, lawyer, ora- 
tor, senator, and speaker of the House. 
* * * * 

One of our masters, Mr. James D. 
Ryan, was married to Miss Harriet Chen- 
ery Bonney of Dorchester, on Easter 
Sunday, April 16. A gift of gold was 
presented by all the masters. 

* * * * 

The other day I sauntered into the 
school library, and while wandering 
around, gazing at the book-shelves, I 
happened to see a volume marked, 
“‘Register’’, 1888-89. I removed it from ° 
its place, blew the dust from it, and with 
that wonderful musty odor, which we 
get only when exploring the mysteries 
of grandma’s attic, filling my nostrils, 
I turned to the first page of the ‘‘ Regzs- 
ter’? of September, 1888. 

How different was the ‘‘Register’’ in 
those days! The whole issue consisted 
of not more than sixteen pages, of which 
one was the “‘cover’ and about six 
filled with advertisements. I am afraid 
that if the same type of ‘‘ Register’ were 
to be published now, there would be 
many grumbles and evii murmurs against 
the staff. 

The paper certainly did not want 
for ‘fads’. The advertising material 
would have made a present day business 
manager’s heart bound withjoy. Cloth- 
ing stores advertised fine New York 
clothing, conductors’ and police uni- 
forms, cape overoats, bell trousers, 


12 LACE TNS Co OF Od a RIE ieee in 


Christy’s best English derbies, and fine 
rattan canes for the young gentleman 
of discrimination. Almost all of the 
large stores sold cadet uniforms. Many 
athletic clubs and gymnasiums adver- 
tised. Collar and shirt companies ad- 
vertised collars two and an quarter 
inches high with or without wing tip 
effect, and stiff bosom shirts with open 
front bosom and open back shirt. Taxi- 
dermists and Oologists advertised. Car- 
pet sweepers were advocated as fitting 
gifts-for lady friends. Bicycle manufac- 
turers advertised the models for ’88 as 
being bicycles, tandems, safeties, and 
tricycles. Typewriters especially adap- 
ted for students’ use were ten and fif- 
teen dollars. The same typewriter we 
now see in the toy departments. 

Many of the ads were placed upside 


down or sideways on the page in order 
to attract attention. 

On the editorial page was an article 
calling attention to “Our Illuminated 
Cover.”’ Said cover was “‘illuminated”’ 
with black ink which persisted in 
blotting. There was an interesting ar- 
ticle on the preliminary examinations 
for Harvard. It told of a group of Latin 
School boys seen before the Providence 
depot waiting for the Cambridge horse 
car; which left ate? aim. VAtS age 
the boys entered Seaver Hall, Cam- 
bridge, and began to take the exams. 

Imagine certain of our Seniors getting 
up in time to take College Entrance 
Examinations at 8 o’clock in the morn- 
ing. Quite a little space was given to 
drill, but very little to sports. 
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Baseball 


Edmund Burke ’22 
SPORTING EDITOR 


The baseball team that will represent 
the Latin School in the City League 
games, at the Walpole Street grounds, 
should, indeed, be up to the usual 
standard of Latin School baseball teams. 
There are many veterans of last year’s 
team again playing their positions in 
the infield or the outfield and all are 
playing even better than they did last 
year. In addition to this number, there 
are many new candidates who are doing 
well. After Mr. O’Brien had a chance 
to see all the boys in action he cut some 
from the squad in order that they might 
turn their attention to the room and class 
teams under the direction of Mr. 
McKay. 

Nordberg has been appointed to act 
as captain until an election shall be held. 
He will captain the team from a different 
position than he played last year, name- 
ly; second base. Finnegan and Hag- 
gerty, both of whom played well last 
year, will be at short stop and third 
base respectively. Condon will receive 
behind the bat with Harris throwing to 
him, in the more important games. 


Jacobs is the only member of the outfield 
who played on last year’s nine. The 
remaining places will be filled in by the 
new candidates. Sullivan should do 
well at first base with a little practice 
to polish his work. Dacey is another 
boy who plays an infield position well. 
The other two outfield positions in the 
games this far have been cared for by 
Henry and McDermott, but Tobin will 
probably force them to play very good 
ball to hold their positions. Becherer, 
Andrews, Lash, Kolodny, and Goode 
complete the pitching staff. 

Our team played the opening game of 
the season with Milton Academy. We 
lost a closely contested game by the small 
margin of 3 to 2. Harris started the 
game and pitched well, then Andrews 
relieved him. Allowing for the fact 
that it was the first game and that but 
a few days of practise had been possible, 
the boys did very well. 

A few days after the Milton game a 
practise game was played with Cam- 
bridge Latin School. The game gave 
the boys good hitting practice as the 
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score of 9 to 8 in our favor indicates. 
During vacation week a game was to 
be played with Brookline High. This 
game was started but was halted by 


rain in the first inning. The score at. 


this time was 3 to 2 in Brookline’s favor. 
The game was postponed till a later date. 


HOCKEY 
Ata meeting of the Hockey letter men 
on the Wednesday before the Easter 
vacation, Brown of Class II was elected 
captain to lead the team next year. 
Brown plays a defensive position and 
should be a fine leader, as he knows a 

great deal about hockey. 


THE REGIMENTAL MEET 

English High School won the Annual 
Regimental Meet. Latin School was 
second and East Boston third. Eng- 
lish obtained a large lead in the field 
events and kept it throughout the meet. 
Several records were broken in all divis- 
ions. Walsh of South Boston made a 
remarkable leap of 5 ft. 9 in. in the 
Senior high jump, breaking the old 
record held by Feeney of English by 
about two inches. Elton and Gordon 
were our only representatives to place. 
Elton won the Intermediate shot putt 
and Gordon got second in the broad- 
jump of the same division. 

The running’ events 
thrilling. 


were 


very 


The Intermediate ‘220’ was won by 
Levine of Commerce, and proved ex- 
citing for a time. Levine was clearly 
the fastest man in the field. Tyler of 
English won the dash in a close finish 
from Simonds of East Boston. Mce- 
Dermott of West Roxbury led the field 
of thousand yarders to the tape. Mc- 
Dermott of Latin got third in this event. 
The ‘300’, as usual, was a great fight 
at the first corner. Baird of South Bos- 
ton got into the lead at this place but 
he unintentionally fouled Hunt. Baird 
led all the way but, of course, was dis- 
qualified. Sullivan, by passing Hunt on 
the final stretch, won, with Hunt 
second. 

Jacobs won the Intermediate ‘‘600” 
in the remarkable time of 1 min. 22 sec., — 
breaking both the Intermediate and 
Senior records. McCafferty of English 
was close at his heels most of the way 
but wilted at the end. Haggerty won 
the Senior ‘‘600” in 1 min. 223-5 sec. 
breaking the record for his division, but 
a little slower than Jacobs had run in 
the preceding race. Hanley of Com- 
merce was second, beating Carey at 
the tape. Ingoldsby of Latin was 
fourth. Gordon was second in the In- 
termediate hurdles, while Kiley placed 
in the Intermediate ‘‘220”. Harris was 
unfortunate in falling in the semi-final 
round of the Senior hurdles and therefore 
failed to get into the final heat. 
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THE USEFUL HORSE 
“T notice you Plunkville motorists are 
careful to give the road to all horses.” 
“Ves, only a few are left in this neigh- 
borhood. You never know when you'll 


need one to haul you out of a mudhole.”’ 
* * * * 


FORTUNATE 
“The thief took my watch, my purse, 
my pocketbook,—in short, everything.” 
“But I thought you carried a loaded 


revolver?” 
“T do—but he didn’t find that.” 


** of * * 


Student: ‘I’m doing my best to get 
ahead.”’ 

Teacher: ‘‘Goodness knows you need 
one.” 

* * ok ok 

She: “Can you run over tonight in 
your auto?” 

He: “I think so, I’ve run over about 


everything else.” 
* aK cS * 
ONE ON HELEN 


“T wonder who was the first 


7 


Bella: 
woman to get her gowns from Paris. 

Stella: ‘Helen of Troy, no doubt.”’ 

* x * x 

You may think these jokes are witty, 
but the man who wrote ‘‘Snow Bound” 
was Whittier. 

NEW YORK HOSPITALITY 

“T see a visitor to New York was 
arrested the other day because he had 
$350 in his pocket,”’ said Chuck. 


asked 


“Wasn’t it his own money?” 
Gotham. 

“‘Oh, yes; 
it was his own money,’ 

“Why on earth did they arrest him, 
then?”’ 

“He was trying to get out of town with 


it was proved in court that 
’ replied Church. 


its 
* * * * 
Mr. M.: ‘“‘There’s one thing I can’t 
eat for lunch.” 
Mr. N.: ‘‘What’s that?”’ 
Mr. M.: ‘“‘My breakfast.” 
* * * * 
Teacher: ‘‘Some fools can ask more 


questions than a wise man can answer” 
Student: ‘That is why so many of us 
flunk your exams.”’ 
* * * * 
Fond mother: ‘‘These are my twins. 
Don’t they look alike?”’ 
Visitor: ‘Yes, ahem—especially that 


” 


one. 
**k ok * * 


IDENTIFIED 
“You haven’t forgotten us, have you, 
waiter?”’ 
“Oh, -no, sir. 


smelts.”’ 


You are the two fried 


* K k * 

Fresh Student: ‘‘Of course I should 
much prefer an A to an E.”’ 

Mr. X.: ‘Strange that you should 
prefer a perfect stranger to an old 
acquaintance.”’ 

ok ok *k * 
He: 
She: 


“Could you learn to love me?” 
“T learned to speak Chinese.” 
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A GREAT DIFFERENCE 

“What's the difference whether we 
say, ‘A League of Nations’ or ‘The 
League of Nations’?” 

‘“‘Charley, dear,’’ protested Mrs. Tor- 
kins. ‘‘I’m surprised at you. Suppos- 
ing I were to ask you what difference it 
made whether we said, ‘A baby,’ or 
‘The baby?”’ 

* * * * 

“Yes, sir, it’s pretty hard collecting 
money just now; I know it.” 

‘Have you tried and failed?”’ 

“Oh; nov? 

‘How, then, do you know it?”’ 

‘Because several people have tried to 
collect some from me.” 

* * *k * 
WANTED ENERGY 

Chauffeur Harry: ‘‘Let’s hold up that 
week-end party.” 

Strong Arm Mike: ‘‘What’s the use? 
Mrs. Skinnem always trims her guests at 
bridge.”’ 

* * * ** 
KINDLY INTEREST 

“That admirer of yours is_heart- 
broken because you said, ‘No’, when he 
proposed.” 

“He will be all right in a few weeks,”’ 
replied Miss Cayenn. “If I had said, 
‘Yes’, it might have taken him years 
to recover.”’ 

* ok * * 

Elsie: “Have you any prominent 
men in your family, Mr. Dunleigh?”’ 

Mr. D.: “Yes, one of my forefathers 
was an admiral. At one time he led 
the world’s combined fleets.” 

Elsie: ‘‘How interesting! What was 
his name?”’ 

Mrs Die Noah: 

* * * * 

“So your novelist friend has obtained 
a divorce, eh?”’ 

“On what ground?” 

“On the ground that his wife acted 
like the heroines in his novels.”’ 


Lady (bound for B—): ‘‘Conductor, 
which end of this train do I get off?” 
Conductor: “It doesn’t make much 


difference m’am, both ends stop.” 
* * * * 


VERBAL BARRAGE 

“Shall I go over the top?” asked the 
talkative barber, poising his shears. 

“Yes, as soon as your gas-attack is 
over,’ answered the weary customer. 

Ko ck a Kiera 

WANTED LAST IMPRESSION 

He: ‘Think twice before you refuse 
me!”’ 

She: ‘‘Why should I think twice?” 

He: ‘Because women never think 


twice the same.”’ 
* * ok * 


HIGH STANDARDS 
Lawyer: ‘‘Then I understand that 
after your husband had made over 
everything to you, you left him.” 
Client: ‘Yes; I couldn’t live with a 


man who cheats his creditors like that.’’ 
* * * * 


ANOTHER FRONT 
Lady: ‘Well, what do you want?” 
Tramp: ‘‘Leddy, believe me, I’m no 
ordinary beggar. I was at the front—” 
Lady (with interest ): ‘‘Really—” 
Tramp: ‘“‘Yes, ma’am; but I couldn’t 
make anybody hear, so I came around 
to the back.” 
* * * * 
EXTRAVAGANCE 
“You must get over this habit of 
extravagance, Bess,’’ said the anx ous 
father. ‘‘You don’t care how you spend 
money.”’ 
“You're right, daddy; I must,’ agreed 
the spendthriftess. ‘Only last night I 
caught myself offering Mr. Nobuddie a 


penny for his thoughts.”’ 
* * * * 


AN ADVANTAGE 
Archie: ‘‘Gloria, I’m afraid that you 
are a vain little person, You gaze into 
your mirror so much.” 
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Gloria: “You oughtn’t to blame me ASTRUBLLTEIELE-POEM 
for that; I haven’t your advantage.” The school gets the benefit, 
Archie: ‘‘What’s that?” The students get the fame; 
Gloria: ‘‘You can see my face without The printer gets the money, 
looking in the mirror.” But the Staff, they get the blame. 
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UNIVERSITY LAW 
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Trains students in principles of the 
law and the technique of the profession 
and prepares them for active practice 
wherever the English system of law pre- 
vails. Course for LL. B. requires three 


school years. 


Beginning in the Autumn of 1923, one 
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THE UNION 


BOSTON YOUNG MEN’S CHRISTIAN UNION 


48 Boylston Street, Boston 
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Library; Evening Classes; Gym- 
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